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Afterwards Steve Harris would never be able to remember what he had been dreaming about, but it couldn't 


have been good. 


Or, when he found himself shocked awake between one breath and the next with the tail end of a rolling clap of 
thunder echoing in his ears, the sheets wouldn't have been tangled in his clenched fingers and his hair wouldn't 
have been plastered to his back and shoulders with cold sweat. For a moment he lay frozen, staring wide-eyed 
at the darkness, heart pounding. The darkness stared back, impenetrable. The window was the faintest of dim 
outlines against the bottomless void that his mind told him was the wall; the rest of the room was invisible in 
velvet blackness. The only sounds were the skittering rush of rain pounding on the glass beyond the curtains, 
and his own ragged gasps for breath. 


At that realisation, panic plunged through him for the second time in half a minute. He flung out his hand, 
reaching for the woman who should have been asleep at his side, whose even breathing should have mingled 


with his own. Protectiveness and fear mixed in equal measure in his intent, instincts racing far ahead of reason. 


His hand touched cold, unmarked linen on her side of the bed, and with a jolt of relief his memory restored 
itself. Of course she wasn't there, he thought as he started to sit up - she and the kids were staying at the 
in-laws tonight, weren't they, ‘Arry you pillock? Of course your bloody wife isn’t lying dead at your side, or 
kidnapped into the night by some horror you dreamed into existence. For god's sake, man, get a grp. 


Even as he tried to talk some sense into himself, the night strobed violently white with lightning. Thunder 
crashed in a crescendo roll and Steve found himself flattened against the sheets again, his own wordless yell of 
animal shock echoing in his ears. So /m on me own in the dark with the storm of the century, his thoughts 


concluded breathlessly as they tried to regroup. Oh, fuck 


Blinking away afterimages, even more blinded than before, nonetheless he forced himself to sit up on the bed. 
If he wasn't going to sleep through this, then nor was he going to let his own fears drive him shivering under 


his blankets until morning. Grown men weren't afraid of the dark. 


He pushed down the memories of the nights he'd bolted awake screaming in hotel rooms, or the time on the 
tour bus in ‘84 when he'd woken up choking too hard on his own terror to scream at all and Bruce had 
practically had to thump the life back into him. He could still see the young singer's face now, lower lip caught 
between his teeth, keen eyes wide with concern and controlled panic under his fringe. His hand on Steve's back, 


the other on his arm. "Harry? Stevel Come on, man, breathe! Talk to mel” 


And, too shaken and dazed to refuse, he had - at least, he'd given Bruce the short version. The nightmares, 
the things that other people didn't see, the dark ideas that came out of nowhere. "I don't talk about this stuff, 
though. ‘S not like it's real," he'd finished, and he hadn't known whether he was lying for Bruce's sake or his 


own. 


Bruce, either way, had for once in his life said nothing. Just nodded, seriously, quietly accepting. The subject 
had never been brought up again; not outside the context of "Arry, what the fuck is this song about?" at any 
rate. And with Lorraine, he'd never talked about it at all. Hadn't needed to. When she was there to hold him, 


the nightmares stayed away. 
The trouble was, when she wasn't, they came back 


Lightning blazed overhead, and so keyed up were his nerves that he ducked even before the thunder crashed 
in its wake. His eyes closed reflexively and at once it seemed that his other senses sharpened - the rush and 
patter of the rain on the window danced on his nerve endings, and the hot, damp air in the bedroom pressed 
upon his body with smothering force. He forcefully brushed away in his mind the prickle between his 
shoulderblades that had made him afraid to open his eyes as soon as he closed them. for fuck's sake, Steve 
Harris, act your age! 


As he slid hastily from the bed and got to his feet, he told himself that he hadn't been running away from 
whatever was behind him. All he meant to do was get up and put the bloody light on. And when he did, there'd 
be nothing there. There had to be nothing there. 


Please God let there be nothing there. 


Thankfully, Lorraine never let the room get too cluttered. Consequently, even in the pitch blackout, a 
combination of memory and instinct was enough to guide his footsteps across to the door without him tripping 
or missing his footing. He found the doorframe mostly by touch, feeling a twinge of revulsion at the sensation 
of gloss paint under his palm in the hot, humid air - slick, too warm, almost wet, as though the very timbers 
of the house were sweating in the sweltering darkness. Quickly he pulled his hand away, sliding his fingers over 
the wall in search of the switch. 


Blank paint passed under his touch, smooth and unbroken. He felt the hairs on the back of his neck rise in a 
slow, prickling wave. Fear traced an icy path down his spine. It had to be there, he told himself, had to be. His 
demons could haunt him, plague him, appear in a flash and vanish like the wind, but they couldn't play tricks 
with the real world. Couldn't tamper with solid plastic and copper wire in his own bloody house. Could they? 


And then his questing fingers found the switch, six inches further up than he'd thought it was, nothing more 
than a trick of the night. But the relief that bloomed in his heart died in the next breath as he pressed it 


down, for the darkness remained unbroken. "Shit! 


At once he wished he hadn't spoken aloud. The heavy air seemed to shiver on the very edge of sensing, as 
though his voice had somehow echoed to infinity across the stormtorn skies. He shifted to put his back against 
the wall, shaking, heart hammering, the horrible litany of possibilities in his head becoming louder and louder. 
The things that had haunted his life for so long might not be able to magic away light switches from walls, 
but.. what if they could, oh, get a storm to cut the power to a certain house on a certain night, say? 


And somehow, it was that thought that made his hands curl slowly into fists. He straightened up, away from 
the wall, and shook his head sharply to clear it. All right, he thought. Either this was just a regular blown fuse 
or a power cut, in which case, nothing to be afraid of - or someone, some thing or things, was fucking with 


him. And in that case? 


Well, nobody fucked with Steve Harris - not twice, at any rate. Slowly, very carefully, he reached out and 
turned the door handle, the tiny squeak it made lost in the all-engulfing rush of the rain. He eased the door 


open, pulling it toward him. 


The landing beyond was shrouded in a darkness so thick as to be elemental, a liquid black that poured like spilled 
ink through the widening gap. Steve narrowed his eyes, and his knuckles whitened on the handle as he battled 
with a wild, atavistic urge to simply slam the door closed and dive under his bedclothes, or better yet under 
his bed. Every instinct he had, from caveman's to clairvoyant's, was telling him with fearful conviction that 


that kind of darkness had the power to swallow a man alive. 


Behind him the lightning flashed again and he blinked and shuddered, starting violently, nerves livewired as 
adrenaline poured atop adrenaline. The low, stuttering growl of thunder pulsed through him, earthing itself down 
his bones like ten thousand watts of amplified Fender, and the terror began if not to recede then at least to 
refocus. As the night closed in again, he felt the first stirrings of the familiar wild excitement that came only 
at the very limit of his powers or when he was on the stage, soaring on the wings of one or the other of his 
god-given gifts. It didn't surprise him to feel his lips curl in a feral grin, and he hissed a laugh between gritted 
teeth. 


“All right, then, my son," he whispered fiercely. "You're coming for me, I'l bloody come for you." He pulled the 
door fully open and slid through it, flattening his back to the wall commando-style as he did so. Here, closer to 
the core of the big old building, the sound of the rain faded to near inaudibility and in its place he could hear 
the race of his own heart, his blood pounding in his ears. The harsh noise of his own panting breath warned 
him that he was on the verge of hyperventilating, and he forced himself to just stand still and take a couple of 
steady breaths. 


He'd almost managed to get his body back under his control when he heard something stealthily but 


umistakeably move in the darkness. 


In a single stark white flash of unimaginable terror Steve nearly lost his mind once and for all. His heart 
slammed against his ribs, his throat locked, his knees all but gave way. His mind wanted to scream, but his 
frozen lungs refused to let him. His hands clutched at the wall behind him, the wallpaper ripping under his nails 
as he clawed for a grip on sanity. His stunned mind was flooded with the irrational, overwhelming certainty 
that if he so much as moved from this spot, or let go of the plaster and torn paper under his hands, 
everything that was still real in his world would evaporate - he'd be alone in the dark and there'd be nothing 


but him and whatever the hell was in here with him. Forever and ever, world without end.. 


‘Our father who art in heaven," he whispered desperately, barely aware that he was speaking. "Hallowed be thy 


name -" 


And there was light. The bolt must have struck no more than yards from the house, the blinding flash 
simultaneous with a rattling boom loud enough to have heralded the Last Judgement. Light slammed like a 
tangible force through the narrow landing window, bringing reality strobing back into existence, the outlines of 
the walls and stairhead leaping with sudden startling clarity out of the shadows. It lasted only a second, but it 
was enough. Steve stood shaking, gasping; incredulously grateful for that brief but sanity-saving glimpse of his 


own house still standing around him. 
"Amen," he murmured, with a wry smile. "Thanks." 


It was only half a dozen paces to the top of the stairs, but they were six of the longest ones he'd ever taken 
Every wary step had to be followed by a pause as he strained his ears, making sure he hadn't missed some 
other movement as stealthy as his own. His spine was a prickling S-curve of solid ice, skin crawling with the 
dread of unseen claws and fangs in the shadows. His aching eyes strained uselessly into the darkness until he 


saw starbursts in front of them. Slowly, gritting his teeth, he stretched out his hand, trying not to think 


about what might be waiting to grab it - 


- and his fingers closed on the solid wood of the balustrade, right where it should be. Relief spiked through 

him, absurdly keen. He slid his feet carefully up to the stairhead, shifting his weight as slowly as he could. The 
building was old, the stairs creaked, and now would be a really bad time to run afoul of something as stupid as 
a squeaky floorboard. But God must still have been on his side, because for once in a lifetime there wasn't so 


much as a crack or a groan as he lowered his weight onto the first step. 


Two steps. Three. Four. His muscles were shaking with the strain of moving so slowly. Sweat sprang beaded on 
his forehead; he swiped it away. Still there was blessed silence from the stairboards, and that sinister rustle 
of movement did not come again. He braced himself on the handrail and extended his foot, toes pointed, feeling 


for the next step. 


It was sheer injustice that his luck turned at that split second. The skies blazed, the thunder rolled, and caught 
off-balance he jumped, slipped - wrenching his ankle hard enough to make him yell in pain - and crashed 
headlong down the rest of the staircase. With, of course, enough racket to wake the dead. Somehow he 
managed the presence of mind to break the worst of the fall, skinning his forearms with carpet burns as he 
brought them up to shield his head. He hit the hall floor and half-rolled clumsily, feet kicking in the air, 
fetching up awkwardly upside-down with his shoulders jammed against the wall. Jesus, he thought dimly, shakily. 
Six inches right and you'd have broken your bloody neck, Harris. Not clever, not clever at all 


Aching all over but driven on by adrenaline, he managed to roll over and scramble to one knee, grabbing the 
banister for support. He froze to listen, head up like a wolf scenting the hunter, senses straining. Tell me 


there's nothing there, Tell me.. 


Beside the stairs, there was a kind of narrow passage that served no purpose but to give access to the 
understairs cupboard. It was a tiny, dark little corner of the house, and nobody really remembered it was 
there most of the time. And it was from that overlooked cranny of his house that Steve heard the sudden 


hollow thump of someone, or something, knocking against the cupboard door. 


Steve tensed, teeth grinding together. Everything that had gone before could have been pure imagination, but 
the sound of something hard knocking on wood had been distinctive, clear, and loud. No two ways about it, 


there was something there. There was something in his bloody house and it was up to no good. 


Oddly, the certainty of it was enough to make his fear evaporate. To have the nightstalking terror condensed 
down into a single, palpable source that he could find and face put it back on the kind of footing that he knew 
how to deal with. And underneath the fear as it sloughed away, what he found was a hot steel core of 
righteous anger. Whatever was under his stairs, it had no right to be there and he'd put up with ten lifetime's 
worth of nonsense from spirits and boggarts and who knew what in his time already. He didn't like being scared 
half to death under his own roof, and whatever it was, it was about to find that out. Slowly, half-crouching 
and wincing at the ache where he'd hit his back, he leaned around the newel post and peered down the space 


beside the stairs. 


To be able to see nothing was frightening; but, he realised, to find that he could see where it should have been 
impossible was somehow worse. The deeply recessed angle of the stairwell was lit by the faintest of lights, a 
blue witchfire glow as cold as winter frost. The open cupboard door was a black jag of shadow silhouetted by 
the light from behind it; as Steve watched, paralysed, it creaked slowly wider and the light brightened. He 
swallowed hard against the feeling of his heart thumping in his throat as revelation moved inexorably closer. 
Whatever that was, now that he was about to see it, he didn't want to look; but nor could he look away. 


It was a hand that came forth first - or was it a claw? Long fingers crooked around the edge of the door, and 
there was a quiet scuffling sound as the creature slithered sideways to pull the door shut, moving into view 
as it did so. Steve glimpsed high, crooked shoulders, a spine bent into an unnatural hunch, a flash of a gaunt 
arm as it took its hand from the door. Something seemed to shield the glow for a moment - then it sat back, 
and pale light spilled from behind what he suddenly realised was the thing's matted hair. 


Fuck. It looked big. It looked ugly. But like all night terrors, seeing it at all made it somehow bearable. Steve 
sucked in a deep breath, clenching his fists. 


The massive, shaggy head slowly started to turn in his direction.. 
" GERROFFOUTOFITYABAS TARD! 


Those had been the words he'd intended, anyway - the shout came out as more of a wordless roar of fury as 
he launched himself at the intruder. Supernaturals, ghoulies or ghosties or whatever name you wanted to call 
them by, were mostly ephemeral things. They were small and didn't have much power or substance in the real 
world, relying on playing smoke-and-mirrors with the minds of men for whatever influence they possessed. If 
you challenged them, let alone raised a hand to them, you could go right through them like the wind through 


morning mist. 
Most of them. 


The creature moved quick as lightning as Steve leaped at it, uncoiling like a steel spring to meet his attack, and 
at once he knew he'd misjudged, and misjudged badly. Instead of knocking it away and scattering it to the four 
winds as he'd expected, he slammed hard into something that seemed to be all bones and edges, as tough as 
old leather and cold as the grave - and, he realised as it lashed out a hand and grappled him, faster than he 
was and stronger by far. He struggled, his fingers clawing to get a grip into flesh that felt as hard as braided 
steel cable; he kicked out, to no avail. The back of his head cracked against the floor with bruising force as he 
was shoved down, his attacker's hands catching his upper arms, its long legs tangling with his own. He couldn't 


see, blinded by the unnatural blue light shining right into his eyes - 


"Arry," said the creature on top of him in exaggeratedly reasonable tones, "if | let you up, will you stop trying 


to bloody do for me?" 


Steve had heard of going weak with relief, but he'd never experienced it before. The enraged strength that had 


galvanised his limbs a moment ago simply evaporated, leaving him trembling and limp-muscled, lying flat on the 


floor with suddenly no inclination at all to do anything about it. "Eddie?" 


The weight atop him disappeared in a quick, lithe swish of motion, and then a dazzling cascade of blessed 
brightness flooded the hall as the electric light snapped into life. Steve blinked the glare out of his eyes and 
looked blankly at the long-fingered hand that was being held down to him. 


"Well, come on, you don't want to stay on the floor all night, do you?" 


‘Oh... right" Steve grabbed his friend's hand, wincing at the sudden wrench in his shoulder muscles as he was 


lifted effortlessly to his feet. Freeing himself from Eddie's grip, he surreptitiously rubbed his fingers. "Thanks." 


"Y'welcome." Eddie nodded, teeth bared in a smile. He propped one hand on the wall and leaned there, one foot 
casually crossed against the other. The electric light cast silver highlights into his hair, clashing with the blue 
sheen where the light of his eyes reflected on his skin. 


Large as life and twice as bloody unnatural Steve shook his head. "Eddie, what the hell were you doing? You 
scared the daylights out of mel" 


"Tripping the fuses, what did you think | was doing?" 


"How should | know?" Safe in the light Steve's fear had evaporated, but the lingering traces of anger remained. 
"All | knew was the power was out and someone was bloody in here with me! | thought you were the 


bogeyman or something!" 


Eddie's narrow lips peeled back in a playfully malevolent grin. "Come off it, ‘Arry, you know I'm the bogeyman" 
He laughed. "Anyway, you must be used to me being around by now. Couldn't you tell it was just me?" 


"Come on, Eddie! We don't all have caller ID on our sixth senses! Its two o'clock in the morning, all hell's 
breaking loose outside, | was hardly awake and the bloody power was out! Would it have killed you to just shout 
up the stairs to let me know you were there?" Steve realised he was shouting, and made himself take a deep 
breath. "Look, I'm sorry. It's just." He looked up into his friend's face, into those blazing eyes. "Mate, l'm only 
bloody human." 


Those eyes narrowed a little, but not in anger - Steve recognised understanding, and a tacit apology. "I'll come 


and wake you up next time, shall |?" Eddie offered, with a wry smile. 


And that was all it took. Steve answered the smile, feeling the tension slip out of the air between them. "Just 
watch your step if Lorraine's in, all right?" 


Eddie chuckled. "No, that wouldn't go down too well, would it? ‘Sorry love, | forgot to tell you my monster was 
dropping in!" 


Laughing with him, Steve turned to lead the way to the kitchen "Come on. Let's get off the stairs, at least." 


eR 


Steve crouched, peering into the cupboard under the pantry. "Beer?" 
"Don't mind if | do." 


There are plenty of ways to get the cap off a beer, but these days Steve was old and wise enough to simply 
reach for the bottle opener. Eddie, on the other hand, still used his teeth. Steve winced at the horrible sound 
of cheap metal crumpling under sharp-edged enamel. "Eddie, did you just eat that bloody beer top?" 


"Yep." 
"Mad bastard." 
"Cheers" 


Steve had to laugh as he clinked bottles with the grinning monster sitting at his kitchen table. Even with the 
clairvoyance and the nightmares and then the really weird stuff, truth was, he wouldn't change any of it if he 


could. "Cheers, mate." 


For a few minutes they sat and drank in companionable silence. Steve cocked his head, listening to the rain 
pattering on the kitchen window. The sound lost all its menace in the light, becoming nothing more than a 
comforting reminder that he wasn't outside getting wet and windswept. Strange how easy it was to drive the 
terrors away. Maybe, after all, none of it had been anything but his sleep-dazed nerves playing tricks on him. 


Of course, it might just be that whatever had been there had headed to the hills when something nastier than 
it was had showed up. "Eddie?" 


Eddie glanced up. A lock of his pale hair had fallen forward, throwing his death's-head features into shadow but 
for the steady glow of his eyes. "Mm?" 


"Was there.." Steve hesitated, aware that he'd already acted enough like a scared kid for one night. Then again, 
this was Eddie he was talking to, and if there was anyone who wouldn't take the piss.. "Was there anything, you 


know, hanging around here when you turned up?" 
And of course Eddie didn’t laugh at him, just shook his head. "Nah, nothing, really. Why, what happened?" 


His voice had sharpened - Steve heard the edge of protective anger and was grateful for it. "Fuck, nothing 
happened, unless you count waking up in the dark and being sure something was about to bloody jump on me. 
And then the lights being off." He laughed, awkwardly, self-deprecating. "Had me thinking | was in a horror film 
or something for a minute." The words didn't begin to capture the terror he'd felt, but Steve preferred it that 


way. He only wanted to shove the nightmares into their box, not wake them up again while he was at it. 


Eddie was grinning, anyway. "Nah, the only monster in this house tonight has got your spare latchkey in his 
pocket" He tilted his head, eyes sparkling with amusement - literally, tiny flickers of static flaring and vanishing 
in the black sockets. "You just had a touch of nyctophobia, | reckon" 


"Nic-awhat?" 


"Nyctophobia" His accent, always playfully variable, suddenly morphed into Hammer Horror Transylvanian. "Ze 


fear of ze dark, my friend.” 


Steve snorted. "Right. Fear of the dark" Actually, spoken out loud, the phrase had something of a ring to it. 
"Fear of the dark.. fear of the dark. wait a sec." He reached for the paper and pen that usually lived on the 
end of the table, the same as similar sets did in nearly every room of the house. When you were a 


professional songsmith, it paid to always have something to write on. 


He got the paper, but not the pen Lorraine must have gone off with it again when she was writing her 
shopping list or something. "Ah, soddin'ell. Eddie, you got a pen?" 


"Hang on." Eddie reached into his jacket where it hung on the back of his chair, and shoved a black biro across 


the table. "Yep." 


"Ta. Hm.. fear of the dark." Inspiration struck and he scribbled furiously, the biro darting across the page, 
skidding back to cross out odd words or shove in new ones. His free hand twitched in the air, fingering out 
patterns on an invisble fretboard. "Da dah da dah-da dum de da, d' dah da dah-da dum de dah. yeah, that's it, 
that's it." Of all the gifts he'd been born with, one way and another, this was the one he was truly thankful 
for - the power of the music cascading through his mind, drowning out all other awareness, intuition and 
talent pulling chords and rhymes and rhythms together at lightning speed. It wasn't always this easy, but when 
it was, he treasured it like gold. 


He had no idea how long it was before he looked up again, to find Eddie giving him a quizzical stare. "Next big 
hit, is that, then?" his friend teased gently. 


"You wait." Steve scribbled a final few words and put the pen down with a decisive click. "That, mate, is a 


classic in the making." He slid the paper across to Eddie. 


Who scanned it and then nodded, eyes brightening. "Yeah.. yeah, | like that. fear of the Dark" he read off the 
top of the sheet. "What - if you can't beat ‘em, write a song about tem?" 


"| dunno," Steve said slowly. "Maybe turning ‘em into a song that god-knows-how-many thousand people are 
going to love is beating 'em." He stopped, with an embarrassed laugh. "Bloody ‘ell, that sounded more pretentious 


than it did in me ‘ead 


For the second time that night, though, Eddie wasn't laughing - instead, he gave Steve a long, strangely distant 


look as though to see right through him. Steve felt a shiver run up his spine. Years of constant association 
with humans had left Eddie a lot less disturbing to have around than most supernaturals were, but 
occasionally he was just uncanny enough that you remembered what he really was. There were depths under 


that B-movie monster exterior that were usually kept mercifully veiled. 


"Yeah," he said at last, quietly but with a starkly clear edge to his voice. His blue eyes had faded to a white so 
clear it was almost golden, a colour Steve had only ever seen in his dreams. "You had a choice, you know that? 
You could have had both, if you'd wanted them - this world and the next. You were born with the power, 


Steve Harris. Your destiny was a master sorcerer's. The universe had plans for you. 


"But no, you thought you had something better to do, and so youll live and die as nothing more than a mortal 
with a guitar and a touch of the Sight -" 


He stopped short. A visible shiver ran through him and the moment was broken, gone like a cloud passing from 
the moon. "Ach, sorry about that. You're not the only one with more bloody clairvoyance than he needs 
sometimes." His eyes, silver-blue again now, dimmed briefly as he ducked his head in embarrassment, and he 
grinned crookedly. "But /m glad you picked up a bass instead of a soddin’ crystal ball, if you don't mind my 


saying so." 


Steve let out a breath he hadn't realised he was holding. "That's all right," he said. "Me too." He met Eddie's 
gaze, and held out his hand. "Up the Irons!" 


Smiling, Eddie reached across to shake it. "Up the bloody Irons, mate." 


And as he let go of his friend's hand, Steve Harris glanced at the window and was joyfully surprised to find 
himself looking straight into the sunrise. 


